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HINDLE WAKES 


[act I 


MKS. hawthobn. Alan JefFcote’s seldom short of 
eash. He spends plenty. 

ohkistophee. Ay ! Nat gives him what he asks 
for, and doesn t want to know how he spends it either 
But he s got to ask for it fxrst. Nat ean stop supplies 
any time if he’s a mind. 

mks. hawthorn. That’s likely, isn’t it ? 
ohristophek. Queerer things have happened. 
You don’t know Nat like I do. He’s a bad one to 
get aeross with. 

[Another flash and gentle peal. mrs. 
hawthobn gets up. 

MRS. hawthorn. I’ll light the gas. 

[She pulU down the blind and lights 
the gas. 

ghristopher. When I met Nat this morning he 
told me that Alan had telegraphed from Llandudno 
on Saturday asking for twenty pounds. 
mrs. hawthorn. From Llandudno ? 
ohristopher. Ay! Reekon he’s been stopping 
there; Run short of brass. 

mrs. hawthorn. And did he send it ? 
ohristopher. Of eourse he sent it. Nat doesn’t 
stint the lad. [He laughs guietly .] Eh, but he ean 
get through it, though ! 

mrs. hawthorn. Look here. What are you going 
to say to Fanny when she eomes ? 

ohristopher. Ask her where she’s been. 
mrs. hawthorn. Ask her where she’s been ! Of 
eourse we 11 do that. But suppose she won’t tell us ? 
ohristopher. She’s always been a good girl. 
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CHARACTERS 


Gheistopher Hawthorn. a Slasher at Daisy Bank 

Mill 

Mrs. Hawthorn, his Wife 

Fanny Hawthorn, their Daughter, a Weaver at 

Daisy Bank Mill 

Nathaniel Jeffcote, Owner of Daisy Bank Mill 
Mrs. Jeffcote, his Wife 
Alan Jeffcote, their Son 

Sir Timothy Farrar, Ohairman of the Edueation 

Gommittee at Hindle 

Beatrige Farrar, his Daughter 
Ada, Maid at Bank Top 


SCENES 


Act I. —Seene 1. Kitehen of the Hawthoms’ house 
137» Burnley Boad, Hindle. 
Bank Holiday, Monday, Augusb 
6th. 9 p.m. 

Seene 2 . Breakfast>room of the Jeficotes J 
house, Bank Top, Hindle Vale, 
The same night. 10.30 p.m. 

Seene 3. Breakfast-room at the JefFcotes’. 
The same night. 1 a.m. 

Act II. Breakfast-room at the JefFcotes , < Tuesday, 
August 7th. 8 p.m. 

Act III. Breakfast-room at the JefFeotes\ Tuesday, 
August 7th. 9 p.m. 

Note. —The seene for Aet I., Seene 1, should be very small, 
as a eontrast to the room at the JefFcotes\ It might well be 
set inside the other seene so as to faeilitate the quick ehange 
between Seenes 1 and 2, Aet I. 


NOTE ON THE LANGASHIRE DIALEGT 

This play is about Laneashire people. In the 
smaller Laneashire towns it is quite usual for well- 
to-do persons, and for persons who have received 
good edueations at grammar sehools and teehnieal 
sehools, to drop more or less into dialeet when 
familiar, or when excited, or to point a joke. It is 
even usual for them to mix their speeeh with 
perfect naturalness. “You” and “thou” may 
jostle one another in the same sentenee, as, for 
instanee: “ You ean’t eateh it, I tell thee.” As a 
general rule they will miss out a good many “ h’s,” 
and will pronounee vowels with an open or flat 
sound. The final eonsonants will usually be elipped. 

At the same time it is unneeessary laboriously to 
adopt any elaborate or fearsome method of pro- 
nuneiation. The Laneashire dialeet of to-day— 
except amongst the rougliest elass in the most 
out-of-the-way distriets—has had many of its 
eorners rubbed off. It varies in its aeeents, too, 
in eaeh separate town, that it may be attempted 
with impunity by all save the most ineompetent, 

The poorest attempt will probably be good enough 
to pass muster as “ Manehester,” whieh has 
hardly a speeial aeeent of its own, but boasts a 
tongue eomposed of all the other Laneashire 
dialeets mixed up, polished and made politer, and 
deprived of their raeiness. 
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HINDLE WAKES 


ACT I 

SCENE 1 

The seene is triangular, representing a eorner of the 
Iwing-room kitehen of No. 137, Burnley Road , 
Hindle, a house rented at about 7 s. 6d. a week. 
In the left-hand wall , low down , there is a door 
leading to the seullery. In ihe same wall f but 
further away from the speetator , is a window 
looking on to the baekyard. A dresser stands 
in front of the window. About half-way up 
the right-hand wall is the door leading to the 
hall or passage, Nearer , against the same wall^ 
a high eupboard for ehina and eroekery. The 
fireplaee is not visible 9 being in one of the walls 
not represented. Howerer , down in the L. 

eorner of the stage is an arm-chair f whieh stands 
by the hearth. In the middle of the room is a 
8qua/re table , with ehairs on eaeh side. The 
room is cheerful and comfortable. It is nine 
o 9 clock on a warm August erening. Through the 
window ean be seen the darkening sky f as the 
blind i8 not drawn. Against the sky an outline 
9 



10 HI NDLE WAKES [act i 

ofroof-top8 and mill ehimneys. The only light 
is the dim twilight from the open window. 
Thunder is in the air. When the eurtain rises 
christophek hawthorn, a deeent, white-bearded 
man of nearly sixty , is sitting in ihe arm-ehair 
smoking a pipe. mrs. hawthorn, a keen , sharp- 
faced tooman of fifty-jfive t is standing gazing out 
of the window. There is a ftash of lightning and 
a rumble of thunder far away. 

mrs. hawthorn. It’s passing over. There’ll be 
no rain. 

ohristopher. Ay! We eould do with some 
rain. 

[There is a flash of lightning. 
ohristopher. Pull down the blind and light the 
gas. 

MRS. HAWTHORN. What for ? 
ohristopher. It’s more eosy-like with the gas. 
t MRS. hawthorn. You’re not afraid of the 
lightning ? 

ohristopher. I want to look at that railway guide. 
MRS. HAWTHORN. What’s the good ? We’ve looked 
at it twiee already. There’s no train from Blaekpool 
till five-past ten, and it’s only just on nine now. 
ohristopher. Happen we’ve made a mistake. 
mrs. hawthorn. Happen we’ve not. Besides, 
what’s the good of a railway guide ? You know 
trains run as they like on Bank Holiday. 

ohristopher. Ay! Perhaps you’re right. You 
don’t think she’ll eome round by Manehester ? 



HINDLE WAKES 
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sc. 1] 


MRS. Iiawthorn. What would she be doing eoming 
round by Manehester ? 

christoph$r. You ean get that road from Blaek- 
pool. 

MES. HAWTHORN. Yes. If she's eoming from 
Blaekpool. 

ohristopher. Have you thought she may not 
eome at all ? 

mrs. hawthorn [grimlyl. What do you take me 
for ? 

ohristopher. You never hinted. 

mrs. hawthorn. No use putting them sort of 
ideas into your head. 

[Another flash and apeal of thunder. 

ohristopher. Well, well, those are lueky who 
haven’t to travel at all on Bank Holiday. 

MRS. hawthorn. Unless they’ve got a motor-ear, 
like Nat Jeffcote’s lad. 

ohristopher. Nay. He'8 not got one. 

MRS. HAWTHORN. What ? Why, I saw him with 
my own eyes setting out in it last Saturday week 
affcer the mill shut. 

ohristopher. Ay! He’s gone off these Wakes 
with his pal George Ramsbottom. A eouple of 
thiek beggars, those two! 

mrs. hawthorn. Then what do you mean telling 
me he’s not got a motor-ear ? 

ohristopher. I said he hadn’t got one of his 
own. It’s his father’s. You don’t eateh Nat 
Jeffcote parting with owt before his time. That’s 
how he holds his lad in eheek, as you might say. 



